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| Should Have Saved Him 


Author's Notes: 

| swear | love Richie! Lol, hope you all enjoy this story. | have noticed there are not a lot of BJ stories 
anymore. Probably because Richie is out of the picture for the time being. Anyway there is a character death 
in this story. So if you don\'t like them then don\'t read! But | hope you do anyway! 


Please leave a review; if you canl 


Enjoy! 


Jon watched the chaos unfold around him. It started out as a normal night in East Rutherford, NJ. The band 
was preforming at MetLife Stadium and things had been going great. The band had sounded great and the 
crowd was having a good time. Then it all went south. Jon heard something that sounded like a loud explosion 
coming from the crowd. He looked out into the audience and saw a puff of smoke and flames coming from that 
section. He looked over at David, Tico, and then Richie. He noticed they were all safe. The next thing to do was 
get the crowd out. 


Before Jon was able to say anything another explosion went off behind Richie. He watched in horror as pieces 
of the building, the bomb, and amps fell on top of Richie. Before he could go over and help him Jon felt 
someone grab his arm and pull him back stage. He turned around and saw his younger brother Matt dragging 


him away. Jon pulled his arm out of his brothers grasp and shouted, 
"We have to help him! | can't leave Richie behind!" 


"Look, Jon we have to go! We can't go back for him! He's probably outside." Matt said trying to keep calm. He 
watched in horror, just like Jon and the others, as everything fell on top of Richie. He was most likely killed 
when everything fell on him. But, he didn't want to tell his brother. 


Jon looked back at the stage. He couldn't see any sign of Richie under all the debris, but there was more since 
he and the rest of the band left the stage. He was considering what Matt had said, but the thought of Richie 
being trapped was gnawing at his gut. David grabbed his arm this time and instead of fighting him Jon allowed 
himself to be dragged out. Just as they made it out the entrance to the building collapsed. 


Outside Jon met up with his family. The minute Dorothea spotted him she ran over and hugged him tightly. "Oh 
God Jon! I'm so glad you're okay!" she cried. 


Jon just hugged his wife back and scanned the crowd for Richie. He saw his parents, David and his family, Tico 
with his, all the fans, and that's when he spotted Richie's mother Joan.by herself. Jon suddenly felt guilty. He 
had left his best friend in there; alone. He was probably hurt or worse..dead. Joan spotted Jon and rushed over 


to him. 
"Jon, please tell me you've seen Richie?" she asked. 


Jon hesitated; he didn't know if he should tell her what happened to her son. But, not knowing was probably 


worse than knowing what happened. "I-I-I haven't seen him since the second explosion went off behind him." 
"Wh-what?" she asked. 


"We were on stage when the first explosion went off in the crowd. Before any of us could react a second one 
went off behind Richie. Pieces of the building and amps fell on him. He could still be in there! I'm sorry, Joan! | 
shouldn't have left him." Jon said with tears in his eyes. 


"No, Jon; you did the right thing! Richie would want you to get to safety if something did happen to him. You 
did nothing wrong." Joan said. She was scared that her son was hurt. But she had a feeling Richie was gore; call 


it mothers instinct. 


The hours seemed to drag on as people were transported to hospitals, talking to cops, watching firefighters 
put fires out and pull people from the building. Some dead and some alive. It had been three hours since the 
bombs had went off. At least 13 people had been confirmed dead, two people were still missing, and hundreds 
injured. Mrs. Sambora, Jon, David, and Tico had refused to leave the scene until they knew what happened to 


their missing guitarist. They only had to wait another hour to get their answer. An officer approached them 
holding the hat Richie was wearing. 


"Mrs. Sambora, | am sorry, but your son didn't make it" The officer said handing Joan Richie's hat. 


"Y-you mean.my sonis..is dead?" she asked and the officer nodded. Jon watched as Joan hugged the hat for 
dear life. Her only child was gone and there was nothing they could do to bring him back. He looked over at 
David who had tears running down his face. Tico had just hung his head, but Jon knew there were tears 


running down his face as well 


Jon felt guilty. He should have stayed and helped Richie. He shouldn't have left him alone. | should have saved 
him.’ Jon thought. 


"Jon, | told you there was nothing you could do. He died the minute everything landed on top of him. There was 
nothing you could have done. He died instantly; he felt no pain" Joan held out the hat to give to Jon. He 


refused. 


"You keep it" Joan said. "I have many things that will remind me of my son. You can wear this for future 


concerts." 
Jon took the hat and said, "Thanks, but there will be no more concerts. Not without Rich." 


"Don't say that; Richie would want you to continue. Just because he is gone doesn't mean you can't continue 


with the band. You did back in 20Il when he was in rehab." 
"That was different! | knew he was coming back!" Jon screamed. 


Joan sighed and said, "Just think about it, Jon" She hugged Jon and then left. She had to call Ava to tell her 
about her father's passing. 


The next few weeks where a blur to Jon and the band and everyone affected by the bombings. They had 
caught the bomber, but he was killed in a shootout with police so no one would ever know why he did this. 
That was fine with Jon; he didn't want to know the bastards meaning for killing his best friend 


Richie's funeral came faster than Jon wanted it to. The funeral should not be happening anyway. It was too 
soon for them to lose Richie. He sat in silence as one after another said some things about Richie. About how 


rice he was, how generous, some stories, and other things. It came time for Jon to say some words. 


‘| really wish we didn't have to do this. Richie should still be here with us today. Ava still needs her father, 
Joan still needs her son, the band still needs him as our guitarist, but more importantly we still need Richie as 
our brother. Throughout the service people have said how nice Richie was. How generous he was. Richie was 
the nicest person | ever knew. | asked if it was all an act and he said that was just the kind of person he was. | 


am quoted saying: | Tell people, and | mean This as Tne highest compliment, you wou e luc o call him your 
quoted saying: | tell people, and | th the highest compliment, y ld be lucky to call him y 


friend. Its true.he was always loyal. We always understood each other and where there for each other. | can't 
believe he is gone! He was always my right hand man, he always stood behind whatever idea | had; good or bad. 
There will never be another human like him. No one else will ever be as talented as he was or as nice and 


generous as he was." 


Jon stepped down from the podium and watched as the pallbearers picked up Richie's casket and walked out 
towards the cemetery. Richie was going to be buried next to his father. Jon half listened to what the pastor 
was saying. His mind was still making him feel guilty about leaving Richie behind He knew there was nothing he 
could have done, but he still felt guilty. 


Jon watched as Richie's casket was lowered into the ground There was one thing he was sure of. That was 
that Richie was safe, happy and in no pain up in Heaven. And that he would be looking out for the band no 
matter what the future held for them. 


The Endl 


